The voyage was pleasant, no one had blues,
In thirteen days we were in Newport News;
Back in the States, on a homeward trail,
To drink Coca Cola .and Ginger Ale.

Once more deloua da =t"l_’1_0' , cootie ¢

o matter if we did have to help with the cooking;
We got the pape for which we were looking

On the twenty sixth of June two years to the day,
From the time we enlisted at a dollar a day.

The great war is over, its memories linger

As if you had a strmg tied around your fingar.—; R il & 45

We often thought we got the rough. A SRR

To think of it now, it doesn't seem sO toush - ‘Ji_ﬁf
A b e I RS AR

And if Uncle Sam fahould ever aga.in ea,ll ;
Three twenty one wouldn't :fa.lter or stall
We'd say agein as we did before
We will do our best, who could

do mamé’?



